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doubly difficult to do anything at all, but somehow we got through. We brought Louis on board straight from his bed on the Wednesday evening at 8 P.M., and I am thankful to say that the change, and the sea-air, have as usual worked wonders. He had a good night, and was actually up to breakfast next morning! Of course he is very well known, and very much at home, on this boat, and I was amused, when I asked the assistant-steward on Thursday morning whether Mr. Stevenson had had his tea, to be answered with an air of dignified reproof, that ' he always had it at six o'clock *!
Unfortunately we have had rather bad weather ever since we started: cloudy and sunless, with a very heavy sea that is constantly washing over us and making the decks like a river. Yesterday it was almost impossible to move about; this is bad for Louis and keeps him back, but he is so much better that I do not worry about it. This is a most comfortable little vessel, and in some respects compares very favourably with the larger boats that I have known. The cabins have little wardrobes for hanging clothes in, a convenience I have never seen elsewhere; and in two of them there are also chests of drawers, the top of which is arranged as a writing-table, . . . We have only two fellow-passengers in the first-class: a commercial traveller, who is visiting the islands on business, and a young English girl going to Samoa as a missionary, but who has as yet been